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SYNOPSIS.

The story opons with the slilpwreck of
the stéamer on which Miss Genevieve
Leslle, an Amerfean holress, Lord Win-
|hmpr. an Englishman, and Tom Bluke,

brusgue Ameronn, were  passengers.
‘I‘hv three were tomsed upon i uninhish-
Ited imland and were the only unes not
drowned. Blake recovered from i drunk-
m muwr Hiuke, shiunned on the boat,

e, bochme & hero
L llm-rrv or of hn Holplesn palr.

The
Englishman wos sulng for the hamd of
Misn Lentic,

ke started 1o swim boack
gv the ship

to rocover whot was Jefl,
Inke returned safely. Winthrope waosted

=III Mmlhoniﬁ i'l ll&};l“ r‘;\r whio! !;
it wWas ¥ Hinlce. weir el men
wis u dead fsh. The trio staried w ten
wile Wik for hl hm' Innd,  Thirst ar-
tarked 1h¢m. e win compolled to
nrr! Miun .Mlle on nrgount of weard-
r He tauntod Winthrope, They en-
red the ’l“l‘ll‘ That night was passed
mo-lln; high in n (reo,

1 they descended to the open agaln,
‘All thres conatructed bats to ehiold them-
relves from the sun.  They then fousted
nn coconnuts, the only procurabile food,

Mioe Lealle showed & 1f |n{ for Hinke,

it dlfﬂlﬂl I‘lll rougliness. Led by Blake
ho estabilah wrme In wome elife,
Inke found n f!‘l’!lll witer npring.  Mins
#alio faced an urltllrnuml. ultuntion,

CHAPTER Vill.—Continued.

“Theyll be dry In a day or two.
Bay, Winthrope, you might feteh some
of those stones—alze of u ball. | used
to be a tancy plicher when 1 was a
kld, and we might seare up a rabbit or
w#omething."

"l play ericket myself.
stonen—*"

“Better'n a gun, when you haven't
got the gun. Come on. We'll go In &
bunch, after all, in case I need stones,”

With due consideration for Win:
thrope's ankle—not for Winthrope—
[Rlnke set so slow & pace that the half-
jmlle's walk consumed over half an
thour, ' But hig smouldering Irritation
iwu soon quenched when they drew
near the groen thicket at the foot of
the «aleft. In the almost deathlike
stillneas of mid-alternoon, the sound
lof trickling water came to thelr ears,
clear and musical.

“A pgpring!" shouted Dlake. 1
wuesied right Look ut those green
plants and grass; there's the channel
where It runs out in the sand and
drles np”

The others followed hWim eagerly as
ihe pushed In among the trees. They
snw no running water, for the tiny

rill that trickled down the ledges was
matted over with vincs, But nl the
“funf of the slope lay a pool, some ten
yarils neross, and overslindowed by the
wurrounding trees. There was no
underbrush, and the ground was
trampled bare o5 o floor.

“By Jove,” sald Winthrope; “see the
tracks! There must have besn a drove
of gheap about.”

“Doer, you mean,” replied Blake,
[bending to examine the deeper prints
it the edge of the pool. "“These uin't
[sheep tracke. A lot of them are
flarger.”

“Conld you not uncover the brook?"
:::ed Miss Leslie, It animals have

m Arthking here, one would prefer
cloaner wator.”
| “Sure,” assented: Blake. “If you're
game for & climb, and can walt a few
minutes, we'll get It out of the spring
ftsell. We've got to go up unyway, to
get at our pounliry yard!"

“Here's a place that looks lke &
path,” called Winthrope, who had elr-
e¢led about the edge of the pool to the
farther slde.

Blake ran around beside him and
stared at the tunnel-like passage which
wound up the limestone ledges be-
neath the overarching thickets.

“0dd place, s it not?" observed
Winthrope. “Looks llke & fox run,
only larger, you know."

*“Too low for deer, though--and
their hoofs wonid have cut up the
moss and ferns more. Let's get a
clope look."”

As he spoke, Blake stooped and
climbed a few yards up the trall to un
overhanging ledge, four or five feot
high. Where the trall ran up over
this break In the slope the stone wWas
bare of all vegetntion, Blake lajd his
clob on the top of the ledge, and was
abuut to vault after it, when, directly
beneath his nose, he waw the print of
a great catltke paw, outlined fn dried
mud. At the same (nstant a deep
growl came rumbling down the “fox
ron*  Without walting for n second
warning, Blake drew his club to him,
and crept back down the trail. His
stealthy movements and furtive back-
ward glanc:s filled his companions
with vague terror. He himsell wus
bardly less alarmed.,

"Get out of the trees—into the open!™
he exelaimed In a hoarse whisper, and
a8 they erept away, white with dread
of the unknown danger, he followed at
thelr heols, looking backward, his club
nl!ed in readiness to strike,

Onca clear of the trees, Winthrope
-hﬁt Miss Laealle by the hand and
broke into & run, In their terror they
pald mo hecd to Blake's comuinad to|
ﬁn'}n They hnd darted off 0 unes-
poctedly that he did not overtaka them
short of 100 yards.

"Hold on!™ he sald, gripping Win-
thrape ronghly by the ghoulder. “It's
safe enongh hefe, and you'll knock out
that blamed snkle”

“What s 1t? What did you see?
gasped Miss Loslle,

“Footprint,” mumbled Blake, ashamed
of hig fright.

“A Hon'a?" arled Winthrope

"Not g0 large—'bout the eize of &

he nexi morn-
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. Crept Back Down the Trall. []

there, I heard a growl, and thought It
about time to clear ont."

“By Jove, we'd better
around the polnt!”

“Withdraw your aunty! There's no
Itopard going to tackle us out here In
open ground thls time of day. The
gntiking tomeat! If only 1 had a
mateh, I'd show him how we smoke
rat holes."

"Mr. Winthrope spoke of rubblng
sticks to make fire,” suggestad Miss
Leslie,

“Make sweat, you mean. But we
may as well try it now, If we're golng
to at all. ‘The sun's hot enough to fry
eégegs. We'll go back to a shady place
and piek up sticks on the way."

Though there wias shade under the
clift within some 600 feet, they had
to go some distance to the nearest dry
wood—n dead thormbush. Here they
gathered a quantity of branches, even
Miss Leslle volunteering to carry a
load,

All was thrown down in a heap near
the eliff, and Blake squatted beside It,
penknife in hand, Having seleoted the
dryest of the lirger sticks, ho bored o
hole |n one gide and dropped In o
pinch of powdered bark, Laying the
stlek in the full glare of the sun, he
thrust a twig into the hole and begnn
o twirl it between his palms. This
movement he kept up for several min.
utes; but whether he was unable to
twirl the twig fast enough or whether
the right kind of wood or tinder was
lacking all his efforts falled to pro-
duce a spark.

Unwilling to accept the fallure,
Winthrope insisted upon trying in
turn, and pride held him to the task
untll he was drenched with sweat.
The result was the samo.

“Told you 80, jeersd Blake from
where he lay in the shade. “We'd
stand more chance oracking stones to.
gether,™

“But what shall we do now ™ asked
Mign Lesglle. *“I am becoming very
tired of coconnuts, and there seems to
be nothing else around here, Indeed,
I think this is all such a wasie of
time. 1f we had walked stralght along
the shore this morning we might have
teiched a town."”

“We might, Miss Jenny, and then,
agaln, we mighto't. | happened to
overhaul the eaptain's chart—Quill-
mane, Mozamblque—that's all for hun-
dreds of milles. Towns on this coust
are about as thick as hen's-testh.”

‘How about bpative villages?" de
manded Winthrope.

“Oh, yes; maybe I'm fool enough to
go Into a wild nigger town without
a gun. Maybe 1 didn’t talk with fel-
lows down on the Rand."”

“Hut ‘what shall we do?” repeated
Miss Leslle, with a little frightened
eatch In her voico. She was at lost
boglining to reallze what this rude
break in her sheltered, pampered Hie
might mean. “What shall we do? It's
—Iit's absurd to think of haviug to
stay In this horrid country for weeks
or perhaps months—unlese som ship
comes for us!”

“Look here, Miss Leslie,” answered
Binko, sharply yel not unkindiy; “sup-

withdraw

pose you just ait back and use your
thinker a hit. If you're your daddy's |

puma's, Must be a leopurd’'s den up

duughter, you've got brains some-

where down under the boarding-school
stuff.'”

“What do you mean, sir?"

“Now, don't get huffy, please! It's
n question of think, not of putting on
alrs. Here we are, worse off than the
people of the stone age. They had
fire and Nint axes; we've gotl nothing
but our think tanks, and as to llons
and léeopards and that sort of thing,
it strilkes me we've gol about s many
on land as they hod."

“Then you and Mr, Winthrope
shonld Immediately arm yourselves'

“How?—But we'll Jegve that 1t
Inter, What else?”

The girl gazed at the surrounding
objects, her forehend wrinkled In the
effort at concentratlon. "We must
have water. Think how we suffered
vosterday! Then there Is shelter from
wild beasts, and food, and—"

“All right here under our hands, If
we had flre, Understand?”

“I understand about the water. You
would frighten the leopard away with
the fire; and (f It would do that, It
would also kecp away the other inl
mals at night, But as for food, unless
we return for cocoanu’s—"

“Don’t give It up! Keep vour think
or going on the side, while Pat tells
ug our next move. Now that he's got
the fire sticks out of his head—"

“T say, Blake, 1 wish you would
drop that name. It is no harder to say
Winthrope."

“You're off, there,” rejoined Blake.
“Hut look here, I'll make it Win, ir
you figure out what we ought to do
naxt.”

“Really, Blake, that would not be
half bad. They—er—they called me
Win at Harrow."

“I'hat so? My English chum went
to Harrow—Jimmy Scarbridge.”

“Lord James!—your chum?®*

“He started in like you, sort of top
lofty. But he chummed all right—aft-
or 1 took out a Jot of his British starch
with a good walloping.”

“0Oh, really now, Blake, you ecan't
expect any one with brailns to believe
that, you know!"

“No; I don't kmow, you know,—and
I don't Know If you've gol any brains,
you know. Here's your chance Lo show
us. What's our next move?™

“Really, now, 1 have had no experi-
ence In thla sort of thing—don't In-
terrupl, please! It seems to me that
opr first concern Is_shelter for the
night, If we should rélorn to your
tree nest, we should alsp be near the
cocos palme”

“That's one side. Here's the other,
Bar to wade scross—sharks and alll-
gators; then swampy ground—ma-
laria, mosquitoes, thorn jungle. Guess
the hands of both of you are still
sore enough, by thelr look "

“It only T had a pat of cold cream!"
slglied Miss Leslie.

“If only I hand » hunk of jerked
beel!" echoed Blake,

“1 say, why couldn't we chance it
for the night around on the seaward
face of the clff?" asked Winthrope.
“f moticed n place whoere the ledges
overhang—almost o eave., Do you
think it probable that any wild beaat
would vénture so close to the sea

“Can't say., Didn't see any tracls;
| so we'll chance it for tonlght, Next?"

! have no supper,

“By morning [ beliove my ankle will
be In such shape that I could go back
for the string of eoconbuts which wa
dropped on the bhoach.™

“I'l go mysolf, today, elssa wa'll
Now we've gatting
down to bedrock. If those nuts have
not bhesn washed away by the tide,
we're fixed for to-nlght; and for two
meals, such os they are,  Put what
next? Even the raln pools will he
dried up by another day of so."

“Are not sea-bivds good to entt™ In-
quired Miss Leslie,

“Some."”

“Then, If only we could ellmb the

elif—might there not be another
plaen?
"No: I've looked at  both wides,

What's more, that spotted toment has
ROL & monapoly on our water sapply.
The river may be fresh at low tdo;
but we've got nothing to boll water
i, and such bayou stuff ls Just con-
centrated malaria.”

“Then we must find water else
where,” rvesponded  Miss  Leslie,
“Might we not suceesd {f we went on
to the other ridge™

*That's the tleket. You've got a
headpioce, Migs Jeuny! It's too late
to start now, But first thing to-mor-
row I'll take o run down that way,
while you two lay around eamp and
see Il you can twist some sort of fish-
lineé out of cocoanut fiber, By braid-
ing your hair, Miss Jenny, yon can
spare ns vour hair-pius for hooks "

“Ruat, Mr. Blake, I'm afraid—I'd
rather you'd take us with you. With
that dreadful creature so pear—"

“Well, 1 don't know. Let's see your
foet?"

Miss Lealle glanced at him, and
thrust a slender foot from beneath her
skirt,

“Um-m—nstocking torn: but those
slippers are tougher than 1 thought
Most of the way will be good walking,
along the beach. We'll leave the fish-
ing to Pat—er—beg pardon—Win!
With his ankle—"

“By Jove, Blake, I'll chanee the
ankle. Don't leave me behind, |
give you my word, you'll not bave to
lug me."

“'Oh, of courae, Mr. Winthrope must
go with usg!"

“"Frald to go alone,
Blake, frowning.

His tone startled &nd offended her;
yet all he saw wak a politely quizsical
Hiting of her brows,

“Why should 1
Blake!” she asked,

Diake stared at her moodily. But
when she met his gaze with a confid-
Ing smile, he Aushed and loaked awiy.

“All right'" he muttered; “wa'll
move camp together. Hut don't ex-
pect me to pack his ludship, If we
draw a blank and have to trek back
without food or water.”

eh? demanded

be afrald, Mr.

CHAPTER IX.

The Leopards’ Den.

HILE Blake mnde a success
ful trip for the abandoned
cocoanuts, his companions

leveled the st L} h the ledg
chosen by Winthrope, ard gathered
enough dried sea-weed along the talus
to soften the hard beds,

Hoothed by the monotonous wash of
the sea among the rocks, even Misa
Leslle slept well, Blake, who had in-
sisted that she should retaln his coat,
wns wakened by the chilliness pre
cedlog the dawn., Flve mioutes |ater
they started on thelr journey.

The starlight glimmered on the
waves and shed a faint radiance over
the rocks, This and thelr knowledge
of the way enabled them to plck a
path along the fool of the cliff withont
dificulty, Once on the heach, they
swung along at & smart galt, invigor
ated by the cool alr,

Dawn found them half way to their
gonl, DBlake called a halt when the
first red streaks shot up the eastern
sky. All stood walting until the quick-

1y following sun sprang forth from the
sen.  Blake's first act was to glance
from ons headland to the other, esti
mating their relative distances. His
grunt of satisfaction was lost in Win.
thrope's exclamation: “By Jove, look
at the cattje!"
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Public Eye.

In a little more we came (o AN Open
space, very thronged

“The Publie Eye!" shouted the
megaphone man of our party,

There were some curlous people
within the space, but even mora curf
ous were those just outside.

Of these latter wo thouglt certain
women espoecinlly Interesting: they
were busily neglecting their families
in order to get into the Public Eye. A
pathos- arttached to another group of
women who had been fn the Publh
Eye and coold never be happy out of
it, though they couldn't in the loas
tell why.

Posltively Minmy were a few mel
who kept trying. by.a variety of drol
devices, to break Inta the Publie Eve
“Yieepresidentinl candidates!™ our
megaphone man explalned. —Puck,

FREED AT LAST

From the Awful Tertures of Kidney
Disease,

Mrs. Rachel Ivie, Henrietta, Texas,
BAYyE:

“I would be ungrateful if 1 did
not tell what Doan's
Kidpey Pillla have
done for me. Fifteen
yeurs kidney trouble
clung o me, my ex-
{stence was one of
misery and for two
whole years I wis un-
ahle to go out of the
house, Mr back ached all the time and
1 was utterly weak, ungble st times to
wanlk without assistance. The kidney
gecretions were very Irregular, Doan's
Kidney Pills restored me to good
health, and 1 am able to do as much

work o= the average woman, though
nearly elghty years old."
Hemeraber the nnme—Doan's.  Sald

by all dealern. 60 cents a hox. Foster. |

Milburn: Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

HAD ONE GOOD POINT

‘s

Young CGuest—It scems to me that
you don't object to the mosquitoes
singing in your room.

Old Guest—You bet 1 don't. Why,
when the mosquitoes are singing 1
ecan't hear the glee club practicing on
the pinzza.

He Bit.

Ex-Pollee Comimisgioner Bingham of
New York sald of graft at a recont
dinner:

"The grafier isn't so easily eaught;
he {sn't quite so nalve as &n old fellow
they used to tell about in Andover,

“This old fellow was suspected of
tampering with the chureh collections,
A couple of clumsy treps that were
set for him falled to work. Then one
dny a young dencon walked puast his
lougs lending a new horse,

““That's a fine horse, deacon,’ the
old fellow shouted. ‘Did you buy him
al the fair?'

“*Yen,' gald the doncon. Then, as
the other came nearer, he added:

“91 bought him with my plekings
out of the collection plate.’

"The old man looked horrified.

“'Good gracions!’ he  sald. ‘T'va
often tnken enough myself to buy a
hat or & pair of trousers; but, deacon,
in takin' enough to buy a horse ain't
ye committin® a positive alm" "

And There Are Others.

The cook had been called away to a
glek slster, and so the newly wed mis-
tress of the house undertook, with the
nld of the mald, to get the Sunday
luncheon. The little mnld, who had
becn strogeling In the kitchen with o
coffee mill that would not work, con:
fessed that she hod forgotten to wagh
the letturse.

“Well, never mind. Pearl. Go on
with the coffee and 'l do it,” said the
considerate mistress. “Where do they
keep the soap?"

Proper Love for Wife,

"“When a man really loves his wile
he ought to combine all his nleest
gentiments toward other women iInto
one hig sentiment for her,

“He ghould show lher the respect he
fecls toward his mother, the polite
ness he shows other women and the
responsibility he feels toward his sis-
ter,

“To all of that be should add the
great love he should feel for a wife.”

FOOD QUESTION
Bettied with Perfect Satisfaction by
a Dyspeptic,

It's nol an easy matter to satialy all
the members of the family at meal
time as every housewife knows.

And when the husband has dyspep
sia and can't eat the simplest ordinary
food without causing trouble, the food
guestion becomes doubly anunoying.

An Illinols woman writes:

“My husband's health was poor, he
bad no appetite for-anything 1 could
get for him, It seemed.

“He was hurdly able to work, was
taking medicine continually, and ns
#oon as he would feel better would go
to wark agaln only to give up In a
few weekn. He suffered severely with
stomach trouble,

“Tired of everything 1 had been able
to get for him to eat, one day seelng
an advertisement about Grape-Nuls, 1
got some and tried it for breakfast the
next morning,

“We all thought it was pretty good
although we bond no idea of using It
regularly. But when my husband came
home at night he asked for Grape
Nuts,

“It wan the same next day and 1
had to get it right along, because when
we would get to the table the question,
‘Have you any Grape-Nuts' was & reg-
ulur thing, So I begaa to buy It by
the dozen pkes.

“My busband's health begnn to Im-
prove right nlong. I sometimes felt
offended when I'd make something I
thought he would like for a change,
and still hear the same old question,
Have you any Grape-Nuts?'

“He got #0 well that for the last
two years he has hardly lost a day
from his work, and we are still using

Grape-Nuts,” HRead the book, “The
Road to Wellville,” in pkgs, "Theres

n renson."

Ever read the above letter? A new
wne npponrs from (lme 1o time. They

Happy Thought.

Mre. Newed—How does the break-
!ast sult you, darling?

Newed—Ii's Just right, swoeatheart
[t may be rather plebainn, but just ihe
same I'm awfully fond of calf's hver.
Mis, Newed—So0 mm [ desrest,
Don't yon think it would pay us o
keap n calf? Then we counld have

calf’s liver every morning for bresk-
fast,
“There's the devil to pay wt my

bouse.”

“Hetter go to church, then”

*Well, there's the preacher to pay.™

Wasted,

“Johnny, did you have a good vaca
tion at that Hitle lake resort?”

“No, sir, Maw wouldn't et mo go
swinmin’, and she made me tike o
pold  bath every mornin'"—Chickge
Tribune.

“The man you had playing Hamist's
ghost did not suggest the Kupernat-
aral”

“Na,'  answered
Barnos, frankly.
aatural super.”

Mr. Stormington
“He suggested the

The convention of the New Mexico
Firemen's Associntlon and the anoual
meeting of the Pecos Valley Press As
soclation at Carlsbad closed on the Tth
ingt. Twelve citles were represenbed
by delegates at the firemen's ment
The next conventlon will be held at
Clovis. The new oflleers elocted are:
P. D. McElroy, Las Vegas, president;
A M. Dettelbach, Banta Fe, secretary,
and E. P. Mnckel, las Vegas, Lress
urér. The firemen's tourniment wos
the most exclting event of the weuok.

The next mocting of the press wsso-
cintion will ulso be at Clovis, the new
officars belng: J. M. Wood of Lake-
wood, prealdent, and A. E. Curren of
Clovis, secretary.

Inferred.

Visitor—And do you find this pen-
and-lok sketehlng o profitable  pur
sult?

The Comle Artlst—Oh, well,
keeps the pot boiling,

Vigltor—80, Do you light the fire
with them, then?

it Just

Joking on the Pole.

Sald She-—Did you notlee how frigid
Migs Uppson and Miss De Style wers
toward each other at the reécption Lo
night?

Sald He—Yeos; one would Imnagine
they were rival discoverers of  the
North pole,
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